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Lilies  Suggested  by  the  Death  of  Role  Grey. 

In  thk  Burning  of  the  Boys'  Home, 
Marchmont,  Canada. 

I  gathered  the  little  ones  around  me  in  the  evening 
before  the  lire,  when  the  others  were  at  church,  and  we 
ga  Dg  some  sweet  hymns.  I  made  Robbie  especially  stand 
beside  me,  and  told  him  to  sing  alone  :  the  hymn  he  chose 
was,  1 1  will  sing  for  Jesus.'  He  sang  it  sweetly.  How 
little  did  I  think  that  in  a  few  hours  he  would  be  singing 
•  rhe  new  song '  before  the  Throne  ! ' 

Dear  tender  nursling^  art  thou  fled? 
And  can  it  be  that  thou  art  dead  ? 
How  many  a  heart  for  thee  lias  bled, — 
Woe  Robbie  (J rev. 

Though  early  orphaned,  yet  how  blesrt  ; 
For  never  bird  had  warmer  nest 
Thau  thou  hadst  in  the  far,  far  West. — 
Wee  Robbie  Grey. 
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For  loving  women's  arms  were  there. 
Who  nightly  folded  thee  in  prayer, 
Safe  in  the  tender  Shepherd's  care, — 
Wee  Bobbie  Grey. 

And  yet  when  fiery  ruin  glared 
At  dead  of  night — ah,  ill  it  fared 
With  thee,  when  all  save  thee  were  spared. — 
Wee  Robbie  Grey. 

Yet.  say  I  that  it  fared  thee  ill, 
When  thus  it  pleased  Him  to  fulfill. 
Who  loved  thee  best,  His  gracious  will, — 
Wee  Robbie  Grey  7 

And  know  we  not  that  through  His  name. 
To-day  as  yesterday  the  same, 
Safe  home  thou  passedst  through  the  flame. — 
Wee  Robbie  Grey  ? 

Weep  not,  dear  sisters  in  the  West. 
The  cherished  nursling  of  the  nest 
Is  folded  safe  in  Jesus'  breast ! 

Wee  Robbie  Grey.       R.  L.  P. 
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MEMORIES  OF  OUR  FIRST  CANADIAN  HOME. 

 .      ■ — — 

What,  Marehmont  gone  ! 
That  pleasant  home,  nought  but  a  memory  now  ; 
And  yet,  in  humble  thankfulness  we  bow. — 

Father,  thy  will  be  done. 

It  was  but  lent ; 
Thou  wilt  not  that  thy  children  rix  their  heart 
On  aught  below  :  theirs  is  a  better  part — 

A  treasury  unspent. 

Still  are  its  memories  dear  ! 
The  maple  shallows  that  around  it  lay, 
Stirred  by  the  breezes  from  the  silvery  bay, 

Or  bathed  in  moonlight  clear — 

How  fair  were  they  ! 
Lovely  when  decked  with  earliest  buds  of  spring, 
Loveliest  when  radiant  autumn  came  to  fling 

A  glory  on  each  spray. 
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0  home  of  praise  and  prayer  ! 
Where  glad  sweet  voices  raised  the  morning  hymn. 
Pleaded  for  blessing  in  the  twilight  dim, 

Or  thrilled  the  moonlit  ajr. 

Can  we  forget — 
The  meetings  and  the  partings  we  have  known  ? 
The  welcome  glad,  the  farewell's  sadder  tone — 

Ah,  we  remember  yet. 

We  were  not  there 
When  thro'  its  halls  the  fierce  destroyer  swept ; 
But  God  was  watching,  while  our  dear  ones  slept — 

Safe  were  they  in  His  care. 

All  safe  with  Him  ; 
Yes,  for  our  Robbie  M  sings  for  Jesus  "  now 
In  sweeter  tones,  with  far  more  sunny  brow, 

And  eyes  no  tears  can  dim. 

They  wait  His  word — 
Stanley  and  Robbie  side  by  side — and  we 
Caught  up  together  with  them  soon  shall  be 

For  ever  with  the  Lord.  S.  S. 


